98  THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
but reason, the most ugly man, as Blake
called it, is a drawer of the straight line,
the maker of the arbitrary and the im-
permanent, for no recurring spring will
ever bring again yesterday's clock. Sanc-
tity has its straight line also, darting from
the centre, and with these arrows the
many-coloured serpent, theme of all our
poetry, is maimed and hunted. He. that
finds the white arrow shall have wisdom
older than the Serpent, but what of the
black arrow ? How much knowledge, how
heavy a quiver of the crow-feathered ebony
rods can the soul endure ?
His MISTRESS'S EYEBROWS
The preoccupation of our Art and
Literature with knowledge, with the sur-
face of life, with the arbitrary, with
mechanism, has arisen out of the root. A
careful but not necessarily very subtle
man could foretell the history of any re-
ligion if he knew its first principle, and
that it would live long enough to fulfil
itself. The mind can never do the same
thing twice over, and having exhausted
simple beauty and meaning, it passes to